BOOK III.

CHAPTER I.

Know'st thou the land where lemon-trees do bloomy
And oranges like gold in leafy gloom;
A gentle wind from deep blue heaven blows,
The myrtle thick, and high tho laurel grows ?
Know'st thou it, then ?

'Tis there! 'tis there,
0 my belov'd one, I with thee would go I

Know'st thou the house, its poich with pillars tall?
The rooms do glitter, glitters bright the hall,
And marble statues stand, and look me on:
What's this, poor child, to thee they've done ?
Know'st thou it, then ?

'Tis there! 'tis there,
0 my protector, I with thee would go 1

Know'st thou the mountain, budge that hangs on cloud?
The mules in mist grope o'er the tonent loud,
In caves lie coil'd the dragon's ancient brood,
The crag leaps down and o\er it the flood:
Know'st thou it, then ?

'Tis there! 'tis there
Our way runs; 0 my father, wilt thou go ?

NEXT morning, on looking for Mignon about the house, "Wilhelm
did not find her; but was informed that she had gone out early
with Melina, who had risen betimes to receive the wardrobe and
other apparatus of his theatre.

After the space of some hours, Wilhelm heard the sound of
music before his door. At first he thought it was the Harper
come again to visit him; but he soon distinguished the tones of
a cithern, and the voice which began to sing was Mignon* s. "Wil-
helm opened the door; the child came in, and sang him the song
we have just given above.